S. A. Sankaranarayana
Of such an ancestral line
That ever hurry towards
A completely they-know-not-state!
(With a hiccup)
I loathe this village's fate.
There is another youth,
A boy of a puny glory,
Always grazing cows,
Smelling dung, dust and udder,
Splashing pots and pots of milk
On sand-dunes of his make,
Which he says resembles sthaligramas.
To see all this
My heart goes pit-a-pat
Getting dilated thro' day, thro' night.
This Ekam knows
Nothing more than one.
His root stock of the cowfold
I know.
Better be gone are such people.
Seignaloor weighs more
With such men in her womb!
Why not a fiery star
Renew its flame and burn
And sully their breed!
Here comes another
To be bundled back to Kailash.
Look, how he looks.
In a mingled strain.
Better, let him slip down
The slippery steep
And follow the Manni's course.
I can lay these people bare.
Inglorious is this spot
To have such men of guilt
Hey! Dharmatma! (He shouts.)
Agoraswamy,
Set not boundaries to Ekam and me.
I read your tongue easily;
A tongue to miscarry
The gossip of the hour
Into the gossip of soiled historylows in the footsteps of Maha avi Bharati whose characterization of Dhritarashtra differs from lat of Bhagawan Vyasa's.
